THOMAS MIDDLETON

From The Witch, 1613?

Now I'm furnished for the flight,

Now I go, now I fly,

Malkin my sweet spirit and I.

O, what a dainty pleasure 'tis

To ride in the air

When the moon shines fair.

And sing and dance and toy and kiss.

Over woods, high rocks, and mountains,

Over seas, our mistress' fountains,

Over steeples, towers, and turrets,

We fly by night, 'mongst troops of spirits.

No ring of bells to our ears sounds,

No howls of wolves, no yelp of hounds.

No, not the noise of water's breach,

Or cannon's throat our height can reach.

T\ MIDDLETON

From A Chaste Maid in Cheapside, 1630

Weep eyes, break heart,
My love and I must part.
Cruel fates true love do soonest sever;
O, I shall see thee, never, never, never.
O, happy is the maid whose life takes end
Ere it knows parent's frown or loss of friend.
Weep eyes, break heart,
My love and I must part.
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